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jForetoorO 

HE  Quill  is  sincerely  grate- 
ful for  the  opportunity  of 
publishing  in  this  number 
several  translations,  by  Pro- 
fessor Frank  E.  Woodruff,  from  the 
Greek  Anthology. 

They  are  valuable  not  only  for  their 
careful  rendering,  for  their  freshness 
and  vigor  of  style,  but  for  the  aid  given 
toward  revising  a  superficial  judgment 
which  defines  classic  as,  *  'something 
very  old  and  dry." 

The  Board  fully  appreciates  this 
contribution  and  hopes  that  further 
ones  of  similar  excellence  will  be  sub- 
mitted. 
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Potpourri    ot    Uranertattong   trom 
tSe  (Bmk  ftnt&ologp 

Was  not,  came  to  be,  was,  and  am  not;  such  is 
my  story. 
Who  shall  say  more  will  lie;  never  again  shall 
I  be. 


Weep  no  more  for  those  who  have  left  the  day- 
light and  gladness, 
Weep  for  those  wretched  souls  smitten  with 
horror  of  death. 


Life  is  a  stage  and  a  play;  so  either  learn  it  and 
play  it, 
Casting  all  care  aside;   or  bite  the  lip    and 
endure. 


He  who  has  married  once  and  then  seeks  anoth- 
er to  wed  him, 
Shipwrecked  sailor  is  he,  braving  the  tempest 
anew. 


Once   Antiochus   set  his  eyes  on  Lysimachus' 
cushion; 
Ne'er  did  Lysimachus  set  eyes  on  his  cushion 
again. 


Black  is  your  hair,  Nicylla;  some  say  'tis  made 
so  by  dyeing; 
Shameful,  scandalous  charge;  blacker  no  mon- 
ey could  buy. 
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Star,     my    star,  at    the    stars  thou  art    gazing; 
O  would  I  were  heaven, 
That  with  my  myriad  eyes  I  might  be  gazing 
at  thee. 


Nay,  by  Demo's  tresses,  by  Heliodora's  sandal, 
Nay,  by  Daphne's  bower,  fragrant  with  odorous 

nard, 
Nay,  by  Anticleia's  eyes  and  smile  so  dainty, 
By  Dorothea's  flowers  plaited  in  garlands  dew- 
fresh, 
Love's   bitter  arrows  no  more  lie  safely  hid  in 

his  quiver; 
Sped  are  all  his  shafts,  fixed  in  the  depths  of  my 
heart. 


"Fare   thee  well,"   to   my   lips   was  rising,  but 
straightway  I  checked  it, 
Reined  the  word  in  short,  still  close  to  thee  to 
remain. 
Dismal  the  thought  of  thy  absence  and  bitter, 
it  fills  me  with  anguish 
Like  the  approach  of  death,  Acheron's  terrible 
night. 
Just   like  the  day  is  the  light  that  shines  from 
thee,  still  day  is  voiceless. 
Thou  dost  add  to  the  light  music  of  laughter 
and  speech, 
Music  far  sweeter  than  song  of  the  Sirens,  en- 
chanting it  holds  me; 
On  it  forever  are  hung  hopes   that   enrapture 
my  heart. 


Moeris   at   evening   kissed   me,  ah  yes,    at  the 
goodnight  season. 
Was   it,    O   was  it  a  kiss?  Or  was  it  only  a 
dream? 
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Still  very  clear  to   my   mind   is  the  rest  of  the 
meeting, 
All  that  she  said  to  me  then, all  that  she  asked 
me  besides. 
But  did  she  kiss  me?  I  doubt  it,  for  if  she  really 
kissed  me, 
Why,  if  exalted  to  heaven,  wander  I  now  on 
the  earth? 

Frank  Edward  Woodruff 


arcaOg 


In  youth  each  meadow,  vale  and  hill, 
The  thickets  where  the  wild  stag  hid 
At  even,  when  the  wind  was  still — 
And  birds  were  hushed,  the  woods  amid — 
All  these,  with  pleasure  close  to  pain 
Wove  subtle  magic  in  my  brain. 

I  heard  Pan  pipe  a  motive  weird 
Whose  mystic  strains  resounded  near; 
Behind  the  oak  a  satyr  leered — 
And  dryads  danced,  but  knew  no  fear. 
The  echoing  music  of  that  song 
Died  long  ago — oh  youth,  how  long! 

And  in  the  grove  'neath  yonder  heights 
Curtained  with  creepers  darkly  green 
Strange  priests  would  pray,  and  mystic  rites, 
Were  done,  that  now  no  more  are  seen. 
They  fled  to  darkness  one  sad  day 
And  youth  fled,  too,  lost,  lost  for  aye! 

/.  P.  O'Donnell 
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"€&e  <£>tft" 

(A  Christmas  Play  in  One  Act) 

The  Characters: 

THE  MAN,  a  fallen  star. 
THE  FACE,  a  dope  user. 
THE  GIRL,  in  love  with  Heath. 
STODDARD  HEATH,    Manager  of  the  Metro- 
politan Opera  House. 
Sing  Fu,  Proprietor  of  a  Chinese  restaurant. 
A  Police  Sergeant. 

Time:  Christmas  Eve. 
SCENE:  A  low,  dimly  lighted  room. 
The  outlines  of  several  double  bunks 
along  the  back  wall  can  be  distin- 
guished. These  are  screened  with  cur- 
tains. There  is  a  stairway  left  leading 
down.  The  door  at  the  bottom  is  ajar 
and  casts  a  narrow  shaft  of  light  across 
the  ceiling  of  the  room.  A  heavy  odor 
permeates  the  place. 

(  The  curtains  of  the  furthest  bunk 
are  parted  and  a  man  crawls  forth  and 
sits  on  the  edge  of  the  mattress.  He 
is  past  middle  age.  Dejectedly  he 
stretches  forth  his  hand  and  picks  up  a 
small  black  object  like  an  ink-well. 
He  turns  it  over  several  times  and 
then  fumbles  for  a  match  and  lights  a 
small  lamp  on  a  stand  near  the  bunk. ) 

THE  MAN:  (  With  a  mirthless  laugh) 
"Two  bits!  Two  bits  of  what?  Wag- 
ner and  his  fat  German  women  and  their 
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thundering  voices.  Fu  got  twice  as 
much.  What's  the  use  of  kicking 
though."  (  Takes  up  a  long  wire  and, 
twisting  the  end  in  the  ink-well,  holds 
it  over  the  flame  of  the  lamp.)  "I 
could  have  taken  my  oath  that  I  slept 
at  least  four  hours."  ( While  he  is 
preparing  to  fill  a  bamboo  opium  pipe, 
chimes  sound  faintly.  He  listens  at 
first  startled,  then,  after  a  time,  rises 
and  goes  to  the  window,  where  he 
stands  silently  looking  out,  illumined 
by  the  moonlight,  which  filters 
through  the  dirty  pane.  After  a  long 
pause,  he  turns  from  the  window. ) 

The  Man:  "I  couldn't  make  myself 
a  better  present.  Something  that 
would  last  too.  I  wouldn't  get  more 
than  one.  No  more  Wagnerian  thun- 
der, only  Mozart  and  Beethoven  to 
dream  about." 

(A  face  protrudes  between  the  curtains  of 
an  upper  bunk.  It  is  a  yellow,  bloodless  look- 
ing face,  with  large  dark  circles  under  the 
eyes  and  hollows  in  the  cheeks.) 

THE  FACE:  (In  a  monotonous  tone) 
"What  n'ell's  trouble  with  yuh?  Shut 
up,  ca'nt  yuh?" 

THE  MAN:  (Looking  at  the  face 
thoughtfully)  "I  could  get  a  little 
lower— might  even  become  damn  un- 
civil." (  With  sudden  resolve)  "Hit 
the  pipe?" 
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The  Face:  (Growling)  "Naw  — 
coke!" 

THE  MAN:  (With  a  winning  smile) 
"Might  I  borrow  your  Hypo  for  a  brief 
moment."  (As  the  face  seems  to  be 
struggling  with  deep  anger)  "I  sha'nt 
hurt  it.  Here's  my  last  dollar." 
(  Tosses  him  the  coin)     "Fill  it." 

THE  FACE:  (Immediately  assuming 
an  agreeable  appearance)  "Fair 
enough  neighbor, — how  much?" 

THE  MAN:  (Hesitating,  then  smiling 
pleasantly)  "Er — well — about  how 
much  do  you  use?" 

The  FACE:  (Indulgently)  "Eighteen 
grains,  but  I  been  at  it  a  long  time." 

THE  MAN:  (With  assurance)  "Put 
in  thirty!"  (Pretending  to  yawn  as 
the  face  looks  startled)  "Must  get 
some  rest,  you  know.  Eighteen  grains 
wouldn't  even  settle  my  nerves." 

( The  face  vanishes  to  obey  orders  but  soon 
reappears  followed  by  a  hand  with  the 
syringe) 

The  Face:     "Here  yuh  are." 

The  MAN:  (Takes  the.  syringe  and 
holds  it  up  so  the  light  strikes  it) 
"How  many  dreams,  bit  by  bit,  do  you 
suppose  there  is  in  that  chamber.  Mu- 
sic, Litz,  Chopin,  Mendelssohn  and,  all 
the    rest;    they   must  be     there     too. 
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(Turning  to  the  face)  "Do  you 
dream?" 

THE  FACE:     (Disdainfully)     "Naw!" 

THE  MAN:  (Surprised)  "Then  why 
take  the  stuff?" 

The  Face:  "If  I  don't  get  it,  I  get 
cold  and  shiver,  and  me  head  near  busts 
with  aching. — Besides  it  stedies  me 
nerves  after  I've  been  hitting  the 
booze." 

(The  man  does  not  reply  but  rolls  up  his 
right  sleeve  and  starts  to  insert  the  needle  of 
the  syringe  in  his  arm  below  the  elbow) 

The  Face:  "Don't  stick  it  there; 
you'll  get  a  sore  joint.  Never  put  it 
below  a  joint.  Yuh  ought' er  know 
that." 

THE  MAN:  (Pushing  the  point  into 
the  lower  forearm)  "Of  course;  guess 
I  forgot."  (Rams  the  piston  down) 
"Feels  like  an  electric  shock,  dosen't 
it?" 

THE  FACE:  (Withdrawing)  "That 
ought'er  feel  like  a  whole  power 
house." 

{The  man  takes  out  a  bit  of  pencil  and  an 
old  envelope  from  his  pocket  and  begins  to 
write.  He  is  interrupted  by  the  sound  of  a 
door  opening.  The  shaft  of  light  on  the  ceil- 
ing increases  in  width  and  steps  are  heard  on 
the    stairs.     A  young  woman,  preceded  by  a 
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richly  dressed  Chinaman,  enters.  She  pauses 
for  a  moment,  out  of  breath,  at  the  head  of  the 
stairway  and  looks  about  her  in  a  frightened 
manner.  The  Chinaman  lights  a  gas  jet  and 
motions  to  a  table  and  two  chairs  in  the  center 
of  the  room.) 

THE  GIRL:  (Trying  to  act  calm) 
"Are  you  sure  this  is  the  place  Mr. 
Heath  meant.  Isn't  there  some  mis- 
take?" 

SING  FU:  (Bowing  courteously) 
"No,  this  is  where  he  ordered  dinner 
to  be  served.  He  will  be  in  straight- 
way himself.  He  said  'Dinner  at  nine'." 

The  GIRL:  (Seats  herself  at  the 
table)  "Thank  you,  Mr.  Fu.  (Smil- 
ing bravely?)  Could  I  trouble  you  for 
a  drink  of  water?" 

(Sing  Fu  bows  and  descends  the  stairs. 
The  girl  draws  a  breath  of  relief  and  gazes 
about  the  room.  She  notices  The  Man  for 
the  first  time,  and  starts  back  terrified  with 
her  hand  pressed  against  her  cheek,  as  if  sup- 
pressing a  cry.) 

The  MAN:  (Bowing  with  a  reassur- 
ing smile  upon  his  lips)  "Please  do 
not  become  alarmed  madam.  You  see 
I  am  a  sort  of  fixture  around  the  place. 
Harmonize  with  the  furnishings; — a 
sort  of  grace  note  in  this  oriental  melo- 
dy. (He  hesitates  a  moment  and  then 
steps  forward)  May  I  be  of  any  as- 
sistance?    Anything  I  can  do?     If  I — " 
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THE  GIRL:  (Still  frightened)  "No, 
I  am  perfectly  all  right.  Mr.  Heath 
will  be  here  in  a  moment." 

THE  MAN:  (Startled  by  the  name) 
"Heath,  you  don't — er — I —  (Recover- 
ing  his  composure)  I  beg  your  par- 
non." 

The  GIRL:  (Surprised)  "Do  you 
know  Mr.   Heath?" 

THE  MAN:  (Smiling)  "I  know  a 
Mr.  Stoddard  Heath,  or  at  least  I  did 
know  him  once." 

THE  GIRL:  (Wonderingly)  "You 
know  Stod,  why — why — " 

THE  MAN:  (Biting  his  lip)  I  be- 
lieve he  is  a  mutual  acquaintance  then." 
(Lightly)  May  I  venture  to  introduce 
myself  on  the  strength  of  a  common 
friend.  Frederick  Bohan,  Fritz  to  my 
friends  (with  an  elaborate  sweep)  and 
at  your  service." 

THE  GIRL:  (Laughing  in  spite  of 
herself)  "Please  sit  down  here,  you 
look  tired." 

The  Man:  ( Wistfully)  "I  believe 
I'll  stand.     I've   been  sitting  all   day." 

(Sing  Fu  enters  followed  by  a  Chinese  boy. 
They  bear  an  elaborate  dinner  on  two  trays. 
The  boy'  spreads  a  cloth  on  the  table  and  Sing 
Fu  arranges  the  dinner  upon  it  -with  evident 
care.  When  everything  isplaced  to  his  taste 
he  departs  silently,  followed  by  the  boy.) 
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THE  MAN:  (Looking  rather  longing- 
ly at  the  array  of  dishes)  "I  guess  I 
will  sit  down  if  you  don't  mind." 

The  GIRL:  (Graciously)  "Certain- 
ly not,  please  do." 

THE  MAN:  (After  a  pause  during 
which  he  has  carefully  examined  all 
the  dishes)  "I  think  we  may  as  well 
eat." 

THE  GIRL:  (Indignant)  "What  do 
you  mean?  Mr.  Heath  ordered  this 
meal  and  will  be  here  very  soon.  Why 
you  should — " 

The  Man:  (Smoothly)  "I'm  sorry 
but  I'm  afraid  that  he  isn't  coming  this 
evening.  He  directed  me,  in  case  he 
would  be  unable  to  keep  the  engage- 
ment, to  take  his  place.  I  was  to  be  a 
third  member  of  the  party.  I'm  sorry 
he  isn't  here  to  introduce  me  properly" 

The  GIRL:   (Partly  convinced)   "Oh!" 

THE  MAN:  (Eating  with  haste) 
"Dear  old  Stod, — always  did  know  my 
favorite  dishes, — Canvas  Back,  fine, — 
sweet  potato,  splendid, — may  I  help 
you  to  this  bird?  (As  she  shakes  her 
head)  Really  you  had  better.  Why 
live  in  torture  with  it  under  one's  very 
nostrils?" 

THE  GIRL:     (  Watching  him  with  fas- 
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cinated  eyes)  "You  must  be  very  hun- 
gry." 

THE  MAN:  {Pouring  out  a  glass  of 
wine)  "I  couldn't  refuse  to  do  justice 
to  Stod's  spread.  Fie  is  nothing  if  not 
hospitable  and  I  should  hesitate  to  hurt 
the  dear  boy's  feelings.  (Raising  the 
Glass)     Your  health/' 

(He  completes  the  meal  and  carefully  ar- 
ranges his  attire.) 

The  Man:  (Rising)  "May  I  enter- 
tain you  with  a  song?  The  Racconto 
from  La  Boheme  if  you  like  it." 

THE  GIRL:  (Delightedly)  "Please 
do.  Are  you  one  of  Mr.  Heath's  mu- 
sical friends?  That  sounds  funny 
doesn't  it?" 

The  MAN:  (Amused)  "I  have 
claimed  that  distinction." 

(He  stands  musing  for  a  brief  moment  and 
then  seating  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  bunk 
he  commences  to  sing  the  Racconto.  His 
voice  is  a  rich  tenor  and  gradually,  as  he  be- 
comes oblivious  to  his  surroundings  it  in- 
creases in  volume.  His  whole  heart  is  in  his 
song  and  it  holds  The  Girl  spell-bound  until  it 
softens  at  the  end  and  dies  away"  in  silence.) 

The  GIRL:  (Breathlessly)  "Oh 
splendid!  You  must  be  some  one  very 
great.  Are  you  in  Mr.  Heath's  com- 
pany?" 

(Before  The    Man   can  answer,  the   door  at 
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the  foot  of  the  stairs  opens  and  Heath  enters. 
He  is  rather  tall  and  goodlooking.  He  wears 
a  fur-lined  coat  and  evening  dress.) 

HEATH:  ( Unbuttoning  his  coat) 
"Have  I  kept  you  waiting  long?  I  was 
delayed  at  the  Opera.  Wortheimer 
wanted  to  rehearse  that  last  chorus 
after  the  entire  rehearsal  had  been  re- 
peated twice.  He  is  maddening.  I 
fear  I  shall  soon  look  for  another  man- 
ager as  well  as  a  tenor.  (Catches 
sight  of  The  Man)  "Who  the 
devil, — ?  Has  this  fellow  been  bother- 
ing you?  ( Threateningly)  I'll  have 
him  thrown  out." 

THE  GIRL:  (Ignoring  his  last  re- 
mark) "Why  did  you  bring  me  to 
this  horrible  place?" 

HEATH:  (Assuming  an  injured  air) 
"You  said  you  were  going  slumming. 
Delivering  Christmas  baskets  or  some- 
thing. I  asked  you  to  dinner  here  be- 
cause it  was  handy.  It's  something  of 
a  lark  too.  There  is  nothing  to  get 
huffy  about.  I  had  it  fixed  to  have  the 
dinner  where  wre  could  be  alone. 
(Looking  at  the  Man )     If  this  dirty — ' ' 

THE  MAN:  (Stepping  forward,  cool- 
ly) "That  need  not  cause  you  any 
more  worry  Stoddard.  I  told  the 
young  lady  that  I  would  act  as  host  in 
your  absence.     You  might  acknowledge 
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my  services  in  a  slightly  more  civil 
manner." 

HEATH:  (Recoiling  as  he  Recognizes 
The  Man)  "You  Bohan!"  (With  a 
sneer,  as  his  confidence  returns) 
"You've  taken  to  frequenting  the — " 
(Checks  himself) 

The  MAN:  (Coldly)  "Finish  it,  the 
lowest  dives  to  be  found,  but  I  haven't 
lost  my  grip  enough  to  bring  a  woman 
here;  a  young  girl,  rather." 

HEATH:  (Scarcely  able  to  control 
himself)  "You  damn  medler!  Get 
out  of  this,  it  doesn't  concern  you." 

THE  MAN:  (Extremely  polite) 
"Rather  ungrateful  of  you,  isn't  it 
Stoddard?  You  seem  to  forget  the 
time  when  I  was  able  to  lend  you  more 
material  assistance  than  advice.  You 
appear  unable  to  recall  changes  of  for- 
tune we  have  suffered  together  when 
my  purse  was  yours  and  my  heart  with 
it.  But  when  you  started  ascending 
and  I  descending,  then  your  memory 
failed  utterly  to  recall  a  debt  greater 
than  money  can  repay.  You  always 
refused  me  even  the  smallest  role  in 
your  operas.  You  know  I  was  better 
than  many  you  engaged.  But  when 
one  manager  boycotts,  why — "  (he 
shrugs  his  shoulders)  "I  haven't  both- 
ered you  for  a  couple  of  years.  I — I 
hear  you  are  going  to  produce  La  Bo- 
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heme  this  season.  You  just  said  you 
needed  a  tenor  for  Rudolph.  You  re- 
member what  a  hit  I  made  with  it  in 
London.  It  was  always  my  favorite 
role.  Couldn't  you  let  me  sing  it  ?  Try 
me,  give  me  one  chance.  My  voice  is 
as  good  as  it  ever  was.  Listen."  (He 
sings  a  couple  of  bars) 

HEATH:  (Impatiently)  "Back  on  the 
same  old  tune.  I  told  you  once  and 
I'll  tell  you  again,  No!  I  haven't  got  a 
part  to  give  out.  I'd  look  sweet  engag- 
ing you  and  then  have  you  not  show 
up  the  night  of  the  performance  or  else 
come  around  so  full  of  dope  you 
couldn't  see." 

THE  MAN:  (Suddenly  changing  his 
manner)  "You  might  tell  Miss — er — 
the  young  lady  to  wait  for  you  below. 
I  have  some  rather  private  conversa- 
tion that  I  hope  may  interest  you." 
(Seeing  that  Heath  hesitates)  "If  you 
wish  to  retain  any  shred  of  her  respect 
I  would  advise  you  to  request  her  to 
go  down-stairs." 

(Heath  says  a  few  words  to  The  Girl  in  a 
low  tone.     She  descends  the  stairs.) 

Heath:  (Furious)  "Do  you  realize 
that  you  are  interfering  with  some- 
thing that  is  not  the  slightest  concern 
of  yours." 

THE  Man:  (Smiling)  "I've  kept  you 
from  stumbling  many  times,  Stoddard, 
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and  I  can't  remember  of  ever  having 
received  thanks  for  it  either." 

HEATH:  (Angerly)  "Well,  I'll  not 
have  you — " 

The  Man:  (Blithely)  "That's  exactly 
what  you  are  going  to  do,  and  in  your 
confounded  opera,  too.  I'm  through 
begging  you.  I'm  going  to  have  the 
part  of  Rudolph,  do  you  understand, 
going  to.  All  my  life  I've  loved  it  and 
longed  for  it.  I'm  going  to  have  it  at 
last.  (Pointing  his  finger  at  Heath) 
What  do  you  suppose  your  wife  would 
say  to  this,  and  your  company,  and 
wouldn't  the  newspapers  love  it?  Your 
reputation  would  be  rather  clouded. 
It  only  needs  a  little  push  like  this.  It's 
considered  rather  bad  taste,  Stoddard, 
to  bring  an  innocent,  young  girl  into  a 
dive  like  this.  She  doesn't  know  you 
are  married,  does  she?  I'm  afraid  you 
need  a  strong  guiding  hand  like  mine. 
No  loopholes,  Stoddard,  there  is  a  wit- 
ness in  that  upper  bunk.  Do  I  get  my 
part?" 

Heath:  (After  hesitating)  "I  guess 
you've  got  me  where  I'll  have  to  agree. 
You  can  have  the  role  if  you'll  promise 
to  keep  tight  about  this,  (jerking  his 
thumb  toward  the  upper  bunk)  and 
your  friend,  too." 

The  Man:  "On  my  honor  as  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  singer.     But  I'd  feel  safer 
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with  a  contract  in  writing.  Write  it 
out  and  sign  it.  I'll  sign  it  too  and  to- 
morrow I  can  call  around  and  exchange 
it  for  a  printed  contract.  You  can 
have  it  ready  for  me  then." 

Heath:  "Not  at  all  necessary.  Of 
course,  if  you  insist." 

(Heath  takes  out  pen  and  note  book  from 
his  pocket  and  writes  out  an  agreement  which 
they  both  sign.  He  tears  it  out  and  gives  it  to 
The  Man. ) 

HEATH:  (Drawing  a  breath  of  relief) 
"Now  if  you  and  the  gentleman  in  the 
upper  berth  will  kindly  withdraw,  Miss 
Green  and  I  will  finish  our  dinner 
which  I  am  afraid  has  grown  quite  cold." 

The  Man:  (Looking  Heath  squarely 
in  the  eye)  "You  and  Miss  Green  are 
going  to  leave  this  place  in  five  min- 
utes." (Heath  sets  down  and  crosses 
his  legs)  "No,  by  George,  I'll  only  give 
you  three.  (He  crosses  left  and  open- 
ing the  door  of  a  closet  takes  out  a 
telephone)  "Hello,  Police  Headquar- 
ters, please.  Headquarters?  Send  an 
officer  up  to  Sing  Fu's.  It's  a  case  of 
SUICIDE."  (Hangs  up  the  receiver 
and  turns  to  Heath)  "They'll  be  here 
in  three  minutes.  You'd  better  hur- 
ry." 

Heath:  (Stumbling  down  the  stairs) 
"I'll  get  square,  damn  you!" 
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THE  Man:  (Laughing)  "I'll  not  wor- 
ry about  that  as  long  as  I  have  this 
contract  safe  enough.  (Gayly)  Poor 
Stoddard,  I  did  him  as  good  a  turn  as  I 
did  myself.  The  girl  probably  won't 
even  know  that  I  did  her  the  best  turn 
of  all.  I  presume  he'll  represent  me 
as  a  beast.  But  I  have  the  contract 
(holding  it  up)  and  I'm  going  to  sing 
my  great  role  at  last.  Fritz,  Fritz,  it's 
yours,  the  role  you've  hoped  for  and 
dreamed  about,  YOURS!" 

(He  starts  to  sing  the  air  from  the  Death 
scene  "Addio,  dolce  Evegloire."  As  he  sings 
the  room  grows  dark.  When  he  has  finished 
only  the  moonlight  streams  in  through  the 
window.  Everything  is  black.  *  *  *  *  Then 
voices  are  heard  below.  An  electric  torch 
casts  a  bright,  dancing  spot  of  light  over  the 
ceiling  as  two  police  officers  ascend  the  stairs, 
followed  by  a  hoard  of  Chinamen.) 

Officer:  (Gruffly)  "Where  is  he, 
Fu  ?"  (Fu  points  to  the  bunk  and  the 
policeman  throws  his  light  on  the 
closed  curtains.")   "There,  huh?" 

(The  Officer  draws  back  the  curtains  and 
taking  the  light  flashes  it  within.  It  reveals 
a  man's  leg,  then  slowly  climbs  till  it  illumi- 
nates the  face;  the  face  of  The  Man,  white 
and  drawn.      The  Officer  bends  over  him.) 

Officer:  "Dead  as  a  doornail.  Still 
warm  though." 

(The  Chinamen  have  lighted  the  gas  jet. 
The  Face  appears  from  between  the  curtains 
of  the  upper  bunk.) 


THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL  501 

THE  Face:  ) Monotonously)  ''What's 
the  fuss  ?" 

Officer:  (Crisply)  "Man  found  dead 
down  in  this  bunk.  Know  anything 
about  it?" 

THE  Face:  (  Without  surprise)  "Sure, 
too  much  dope.  He's  been  muttering 
and  singing  down  there.  I  thought  he 
must'a  been  dreaming.  He  quieted 
down  about  half  an  hour  ago.  Bor- 
rowed my  hypo,  said  he  forgot  his." 

OFFICER:  (  Unpinning  a  piece  of  envel- 
ope from  the  breast  of  The  Man's 
coat)  "There's  writing  on  this.  Flash 
that  light  here  a  minute,  Tim."  (Read- 
ing)  "To  Frederick  Bohan  from  him- 
self; a  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy 
New  Year."  (Putting  it  in  his  report 
book)  "What  do  you  know  about 
that  ?  A  clear  case  of  suicide." 
The  End 

Memories 

Dim-remembered  faces   that   stare  from  out  the 
dusk, 

And  low  returning  echoes  of  an  antique  song; 

Casketed  perfumes  of  lavender  and  musk, 

And  touch  of  friendly  hands  that  could  not  ling- 
er long — 

Just  these  are  left  of  living,  of  joy  and  careless 
giving, 

To  bring  a  sigh  of  sorrow,  or  make  new  laugh- 
ter strong. 

Forbes  Rickard,  Jr. 


502  THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL 

Q@g  2Dpen  JFite 

IR  Isaac  Walton  once  wrote 
that  undoubtedly  God  could 
have  made  a  better  fruit 
than  the  wild  strawberry, 
yet  it  was  very  evident  that  he  never  did. 
Nothing  could  be  further  from  my 
humble  wishes  than  to  criticize,  with 
an  eye  for  revision,  the  words  of  this 
much  beloved  philosopher  and  fisher- 
man,— yet,  in  the  light  of  my  own 
whimsical  appreciation,  the  expression 
would  remain  quite  as  intact,  if  we 
should  say  that — God  might  have 
made  man  a  more  genial  companion 
than  a  cheerfully  blazing  log, — yet  he 
never  did ! 

Now,  I  am  told  by  those  years  my 
junior,  who  look  upon  the  possibility 
of  gray  locks  quite  as  remote  and  dis- 
quieting as  patches  of  snow  on  far  dis- 
tant mountain  peaks, — that  I  am  like  a 
cat  asleep  in  the  sun, — purring  happily, 
yet  unable  to  analyze  my  contentment. 
I  am  ready  to  admit  that  the  sixty 
odd  years  of  my  uneventful  existence 
have  somewhat  reshaped  my  ideas  and 
opinions  of  this  world  of  ours.  Further 
I  am  only  too  well  aware  of  the  fact 
that  my  eye  is  not  as  bright,  nor  my 
arm  as  well-filled  as  it  was.  Yet  there 
is  a  certain  indefinable  satisfaction  in 
realizing  that  in   my   accumulation   of 
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years,  there  is  a  horde  of  delights  and 
long-rast  joys,  which  are  to  my  mind, 
cold  shrouded  ghosts  in  the  broad  day- 
light of  this  work-a-day  world,  but 
when  I  am  quite  by  myself  and  this 
little  household  of  mine  fast  asleep, 
I  have  only  to  draw  up  my  arm  chair 
close  to  a  certain  open  fire,  and  then, — 
as  if  some  libation  is  made  to  the  Gods 
of  Past  Days, — these  shrouded  dim 
recollections  are  conjured  into  realities, 
to  parade  in  happy  sequence  before  my 
eyes. 

Truly,  my  hearth  is  a  most  simple 
one.  There  are  no  well-burnished 
andirons,  whose  carved  knobs  snarl  at 
you  in  their  lion-like  fierceness,  nor 
have  I  pleasing  geometric  designs  skil- 
fully wrought  into  my  chimney  brick  to 
gladden  the  aesthetic  eye  of  some 
guest.  The  hearthstones  are  obvious- 
ly mediocre  ones,  and  the  straddling 
irons  that  bear  so  patiently  their 
weight  of  blazing  wood,  are  most  sad- 
ly in  need  of  polish  and  much  scouring. 

I  sit  quite  close;  the  room  is  in  soft 
darkness.  The  newly  laid  kindling 
blazes  merrily,  the  coils  of  flame  twin- 
ing themselves  like  spirit  serpents 
greedily  about  my  log  of  spruce,  that  I 
have  adjusted  with  some  difficulty. 

These  tiny  tongues  of  orange  and 
yellow  flame  seem  to  join  pell-mell  in 
one  great  column  of  light  and  warmth 


504  THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL 

that  goes  leaping  boisterously  up  the 
sooty  flue  of  my  chimney.  Then  it  is 
I  seem  to  adjust  myself  more  comfort- 
ably in  my  grandfather's  arm  chair, 
the  varnish  of  which  has  long  since  been 
blistered  and  bubbled  by  many  a  too 
careless  juxtaposition  with  my  rough 
and  blustering  friend. 

From  a  distant  room  I  hear  the  muf- 
fled striking  of  some  clock,  yet  the  late- 
ness of  the  hour  does  not  disturb  the 
tranquility  of  the  magic  shroud  which 
is  being  woven  about  me.  I  half  won- 
der, if  after  all,  there  is  not  a  Sprite  of 
the  flames  who  delights  in  casting  his 
spell  around  my  head? 

My  well-ignited  log  seems  to  have 
already  put  resistance  aside,  now  quite 
stoically  offering  itself  up  to  the  tiny 
imps  who  dance  over  its  rough,  moss- 
covered  back.  I  am  not  sleepy.  The 
thought  of  my  downiest  quilt  has  no 
influence  upon  my  present  happiness, — 
some  Siren,  past  whose  shore  I  steer 
my  venerable  bark,  diverted  not  the 
slightest  by  her  faint  calls — 

If  I  almost  close  my  eyes — feigning 
sleep, — I  am  sure  I  see  the  two 
tiny  Elves  who  live  among  the  gray 
ashes  of  my  hearth  corners,  peeping 
out  at  me,  nodding  their  capped  heads 
and  grimacing  at  me  most  freely !  I 
may  open  my  eyes  ever  so  quickly,  and 
stare  ever  so  determinedly,  yet  not  one 
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glimpse  of  their  heels  do  I  see  ! 

I  once  had  for  my  friend  an  old  Irish 
servant,  who  told  me  the  fairy  people 
love  the  chimney  corners  far  better 
than  the  green  glades,  and  that  if  I 
were  very  patient,  and  sat  very  quietly, 
I  might  watch  them  at  night  at  their 
play,  as  they  scamper  over  the  warm 
hearthstones,  playing  hide  and  seek  in 
the  cold,  gray  ashes.  Or,  if  I  wished 
to  befriend  them,  and  win  their  ever- 
lasting good  favor,  I  was  only  to  set  a 
pan  of  milk  well  into  the  farthest  cor- 
ner  

I  do  all  this  faithfully,  yet  I  never 
quite  see  them.  My  fire  is  less  blust- 
ering now,  and,  as  if  profiting  by  much 
experience,  is  satisfied  to  purr  gently, 
sending  up  countless  little  rings  of  blue 
smoke  that  flee  terror-stricken  up  my 
chimney  to  find  their  way  out  into  the 
cold,  frosty  sky,  like  evil  spirits  dissi- 
pated by  some  invisible  exorcism. 

I  remember  when  I  was  a  child,  I 
was  told  these  pale  ringlets  of  smoke 
went  up,  up  into  the  cold  night  sky 
with  the  twinkling  stars  to  guide  them, 
until  they  reached  the  moon,  and  were 
never  seen  again 

I  watch  the  restless,  streaming  shad- 
ows as  they  play  back  and  forth  across 
my  rough  flooring, — now  mingling  so 
intangibly  with  each  other, — now  des- 
perately freeing  themselves.       Some- 
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thing  whispers  they  are  so  like  us  all — 
together  now,  soon  parted  forever. 

The  glow  from  the  bed  of  dull,  red 
coals  at  my  feet  warms  me  most  com" 
pletely.  Yet  it  does  more  than  this, 
as  some  old  author  whose  name  I  have 
forgotten,  said, — it  seems  "to  warm 
the  corners  of  my  soul." 

If  I  am  a  little  more  tired  than  usual, 
or  my  heart  a  trifle  heavy,  and  my  fire 
has  burned  quite  low,  I  may  see  Her 
come  toward  me  from  the  shadows — 
I  realize  I  may  imagine  all  this,  for  the 
firelight,  I  am  told,  works  strange 
things  upon  old  people  at  times,  but 
always  she  comes  to  me  here  when  I 
most  need  her,  and  her  eyes  look  down 
sweetly  into  mine,  and  her  hand  may 
rest  ever  so  lightly  on  my  shoulder. 
Sometimes  she  stays  longer  by  my  side 
than  others,  but  always  after  she  has 
gone,  I  am  happy  again,  for  out  of  the 
past  She  has  come  to  me,  and  I  have 
felt  the  touch  of  her  hand. 

Yes,  I  am  told  that  I  expound  a  pseudo- 
happiness  whose  very  foundation  is  im- 
aginary, teeming  with  idle  fancy  and 
conjecture, — a  sleepy,  purring  house  cat, 
unable  to  analyze  its  contentment, — 
yet  in  the  midst  of  these  worldly  and 
superficial  judgments,  I  am  content  to 
hold  intact  the  friendship  of  my  most 
faithful  of  friends, — bestower  of  subtle 
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magic,    and    happiness    of    soul! — my 
open  fire.  H.  Tobey  Mooers. 

bonnet 

Though  I  should  find  that  all  young  dreams  are 

vain, 
When  I  with  Fortune  gamble  in  the  world, 
And   like   sere  leaves   these  dream-lit  years  are 

whirled 
Down  dead,  forgotten,  alleys  of  my  brain, 
I  vow  I  will  have  Castles  still  in  Spain, 
Whereat    Fate's    poisoned    darts    in    vain    are 

hurled; 
I  will  not  keep  my  flame-bright  banner  furled, 
But  march  with  dream-battalions  in  my  train. 

For  I  have  been  a  king  and  held  such  power 
As  oped  for  me  the  golden  Hall  of  Dreams; 
For  I  have  wedded  Fancy,  and  her  dower 
Hath  brought  me  palaces  where  Beauty  gleams. 
What,  though  the  world  should  scorn  my  lowly 

plight 
Still  will  I  have  my  Castles  on  the  height. 

Hal  S.  White 

Con0olation 

Faint  heart,  be  brave. 
Far  is  thy  goal,  yet  near. 

Dread  not  the  grave, 
Strive  on,  there's  naught  to  fear. 

Mid  Earth's  mad  strife 
Ambitions,  hopes,  seem  vain; 

Peace!  Death  brings  Life; 
Thy  hopes  will  rise  again. 

Thy  hopes  will  rise, 
Thy  goal  gleam  ever  bright. 

God  heeds  thy  cries, 
Press  onward  to  the  light. 

G.  S.  DeMott 
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